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assume upon that occasion, are convincing proofs of
this assertion. You hate flattery too ; but in spite of
your teeth I must tell you, that you are the best poet
and the most humourous letter-writer I know; and that
you have a finer complexion, and dance better, than
any man of my acquaintance. For my part, I actually
think you would make an excellent Champion at the
approaching Coronation. What though malevolent
critics may say you are too little ? yet you are a
Briareus in comparison of Tydeus, the hero of Statius's
Thebais; and if he was not a warrior, then am I,
Andrew Erskine, Lieutenant in the yist Regiment,
blind of one eye, humpbacked, and lame in both legs.
We are all tired so much of the Highlands, that we
had not been there three weeks before we all came

away again.    Lady B------ is gone a-visiting, and the

rest of us are come to Kelly. It was most unaccountable
in me to leave New Tarbat, for nowhere will you meet
with such fine ingredients for poetical description.
However we are all going back again when Mr,

M------   comes   from  London;    so   some   time   in

October you may expect a most cordial invitation.
This is all at present (according to the simple but
eloquent expression of the vulgar) from your sincere
friend,

ANDREW ERSKINE.

[To the above letter Boswell replied in rhyme, until he
reaches the last paragraph, when he condescends to the following
prose passage, which is characteristic enough of the writer.]

... I cannot stop  yet.    Allow me  a  few  more
words.    I live here in a remote  corner  of an old
ruinous house,* where my ancestors have been very ?
* Auchinkck.